two crossed rifles underneath. The Afghan flag
displays this same design in white upon a jet-
black background. From a distance it looks
exactly like a skull and cross-bones. We blinked
our eyes and wondered if we were approaching
the headquarters of some unknown Central Asian
descendants of doughty Captain Kidd.

When we pulled up in front of the building,
a swarm of bearded tribesmen came out and
surrounded the car. One old patriarch, bent
with age, a hadji, judged by his green turban
and henna-dyed beard, salaamed slowly and
impressively. Then a smart-looking Afghan
officer in black astrakhan cap, Sam Browne belt,
and Turkish cavalry boots, came out and
welcomed us in the name of His Majesty the
Amir.

While we were having tea with the grey-
beards, the Afghan officer called Kabul over a
private telephone, used for military purposes
only. Although the single line connected directly
with headquarters in Kabul, it took the colonel
nearly two hours to get the announcement of
our arrival through to the Amir. It was the
heat of the day by now, and the officials, as well
as the passing traders and curious tribesmen who
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